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factory. He knew nothing about aircraft production, but con-
tributed handsomely to the Radical Party funds. I saw him at Joe's
a week after Sedan. It was a sunny afternoon. Every afternoon was
sunny in that month of May. He told us stories of the French Army
knocking over rabbits running in the same direction, soldiers just
leaving the front lines, getting into transports and making off. He
was an unpleasant person, a perfect specimen of our materialistic
world, and he thought it was very funny.
"One trouble was that the men got frightened by the seventy-ton
German tanks. They thought prehistoric monsters were coming.
The other trouble is that in this war there is too much motor
transport about. All they had to do was to get into cars and lorries
and buzz off. Weygand is stopping that. He'll keep the transports
far from the front line." Very surprising it all was. I le went on to
say that the real trouble was that most of the war industry was
centralized in the North and in Paris, and it couldn't be moved if
the Germans approached Paris.
"You talk a lot of rubbish," 1 said. "Approach Paris ! Why don't
you say they'll take Paris ?"
"I was joking," he said.   "Don't look so solemn and so English."
For during the years I lived in France it was quite impossible for
me, where my hybrid personality was concerned, to emerge in the
true light. To be the author of English books and yet to be a
Hungarian; such subtleties didn't interest the Trench. Add the fact
that most foreigners in France are English, then foreigners who have
dogs and are over six feet high are ipso facto English. So English
I was for them and remained so lor the days that were to come.
Joe the barman had a wife. Small, black and loyal, and devoted
to her home. There was an aroma of BccuJ' Roun/w^nonnc about her,
She summed it up like this: "You are English but a 1 lungarian. Few
people understand that."
So as not to hurt my English feelings the Maecenas stopped talking
of the fall of Paris and the conversation drift eel on to the Fifth
Column. Fifth Columnist prefects had ordered the evacuation of
their departments to create confusion and to impede the movement
of troops. That made me understand the radio's continuous
reminder that everybody should remain at his post, That part of
the show would be stopped too: Mandel was a reliable Minister of
the Interior. The afternoon papers appeared. Like the rest of us
I first looked at a copy of Paris Soir. It was full of stories about
parachutists. There was a good one of a German caught wearing a
priest's soutane. He was caught and before he was shot he exclaimed
that Hitler was his God and Mein Kampf his Bible. A picturesque